The Tragedie 

■ J 3 ^ 1 k , now not whether to depart in filence, 
Ur brtterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Belt fitteth my degree or your condition : 

Your louc deferues’my thankcs,butmy defert 
Vnmeritablefhunnesyour high requeft. 
firlt ifall obfiaclcs were cut away. 

And that my path were euen to the crowne, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth. 

Yet fo much is my pouertie offpirit, 

So mightic and fo many my defetts* 

As 7 had rather hide me from my greatneflci, 
Being a Barke to brooke no mightie fe a, 

. Then in my greatneffe couet to be hid. 

And in the vapour of my glory fmothered: 

But God be thanked theres no need forme, 
i And much / need to helpc you if need were. 

The royall tree hath left vs royall fruite, 

Which mellowed by theftealing houres of time* 
Will well become the feate olmaieflie j. 

And make no doubt vs happie by his rai^ne. 

On him / lay what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune of his happie flarres. 
Which God defend that /fhould wring frohim, 
Bhc.Uj lord, this argues cofcicncc in your grace, 
Buttherefpeftsthercofarc nice and triuiall, ; 

All circumftances well conhdered.- 
You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne. 

So fay we too,but not by Edwards wife: 

Forfirft he was contral to Lady Lutj % 

Your mother liue,s,a witnefleto that vow. 

And afterward byifub/litute betrothed. . 

7*o "Bona, fillet to the king of France, 

Tliefeboth put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-wainingand difireffed widowc, 

Euen in the afternoone of her beft daies, 

Made prize and purchafe of his Juftfull eye, 
Scduc t the pitch and height of all his thoughts, 




of Richard the third. 

To bafe declenfion and loathd bigamie, 

By her in his vnlawfull bed he got. 

This Biward, whom our maners t erme the prince l 
More bitterly could Iexpoftulate, 

Sauethatfor reuercncetofomealiue 
/giue a fparinglimit to my tongue : 

Tnen good my Lord, take to your royall Life, 

This proffered benefit of dignitie : 

If not to bleffc vs and the land withall. 

Yet to draw out.your royall ffocke,' 
Fromthecorruptionofabufing time, 

Vnto a liueall true dcriued comfe. 

Mai, Do good my Lord.your Citizens intreat you. 

£at, O make them ioyfull,grant their lawful! frtte, 

Cio. Alas, why would you neapethofe cares on me, 

7am vn fit for Bate and dignitie: 

/do befeech you take it not amide, 

/ cannot.nor / will not yeeld to you, 

Bute. If you refiife it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth to depofe the child your brothers fonne, 

A* well we know your tendcinefffc of heart. 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin, 

And egally indeed to all eftates. 

Yet whether you accept our fute or no, 

Your brothers fonne Ifial neuer raigne our king, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne. 

To the difgrace and downfall ofy our houfe i 
Andinthis refolution here we lcaueyou. 

Come Citizens,zounds ile intreat no more. 

§io. O do not fweare my Lord of Buckingham. 

Cat, Call them againc, my Lord, and accept their fute. 
j4ho,Dq good my Lord,leaft all the land do rew it, 

Cio. Would you enforce me to a world of caref 
Well, call them againc,! ana not made of Bones, 

Bm penetrable to.your kind interats , 

Mbeit againfhnyconfcience and my foule. * 

Couzen of Buckingham, and you fage grauc men, 

H a ■- Since 



